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IT iWCIMO STSIl.

Yoathful hearts will aaek romances
Youthful hearta will hava their faucias;
And thera to draara I cherub

That to with me all the day.
Of fraud, old Iim that apringath,
W bars its waving foliaga flingeih
A eoft abadow tha cassnisiit,

Whsrs I iousa tha hour away
A soft ahadow, weary never

Of IU light and shifting play.

This I dream aa angel spirit
la forever hovering near it.
And within it and above it,

With emieeiua from the sky !

For the old tree aeema to love me,
Aa it wavea its bought above me
With a faint and gentle murmur,

Or a low and eaddeued aigh
For it aeema to guard and cherih

Even the wayward dreamer 1!

There's a whiaper and a Lhjsaing
lu tha beautiful caressing
Of the leaves that steop to kiss me

As I lean upon tbssill;
And their murmur makes a feeling
That on earth hath no revealing,
Bat that aleepeth ia my bosom

Mute, and eloquent, and still,
A ad their toach apon my forehead

Wakes a strangely pleasant thrill.

Where tha topmost boughs are swinging
And the waving leavea are singing,
One low song of lovs forever

To the azure up on high,
Doe my aonl delight to hover.
With the cool leavea for a cover,

Looking up into the sky!
With a snotioa soft as music

Swinging in the tree-to-p high!

Oh! Low blessed is my wild spirit.
When no earthly thought ia near it.
As It lies 'mid dreams and visions

la the arms of the old tree!
All tha whispering leaflets bless it.
And the wild wind doth caress it.
And the soft and dreamy aiura

Can my spirit only see.
And that seems to grow and deepen

Into Strang infinity.

But there ie a aolemn hoar
When tba tree hith wilder power
Ia the deep and starry midnight.

When I sit and watched tha sky
When the foliage moans and ahivars
And tha starlight o'er it quivers,
And the shadows creep and tremble

O'er tha casement where they lie
Then the shadow and the whisper

Thrill my soul with mystery!

When tha summer-da- y is breaking,
And the earth isalowly waking
When I throw the shutter open

To the morning fresh and fair.
Then the spray doth bend before me,
Daahing sbiuing dew-drop- s o'er me.
While the little leavea

Clap their hands in the bright air,
Aa the perfumed shower of jewels

parties in my unbound hair.

Oh! I know no monarch olden
Wore acrowa eo brightly golden
Nor a robe as richly crimson

As the tree that love me, wore,
When the air was bright and dreaming,
And the heavens were blue and gleaming
In the glorious days of Autumn,

That are now, alas! no mora.
Than its murmur grew so mournful

As the tunny hours past o'er.

Therefore, earn) wayward spirit
Is forever blessed when near it
As it seems to know and lore me.

And is so beloved by me
As its every whisper thrills ms.
And its midnight shadow fills ins

With a thought of mystery
Do I think soma angel mission,

Hovors ever in that tree!

Tate Bride mt tha friar.
CHAFIEE I.

Old Norway, crowned ia snow, and em-

braced in ocean's waters, begirt with rock
and mountain, with her forests of pine and
her living lakes the primitive habits of her
people, their industry, and their national en-

thusiasm, is, indeed a remarkable land. As
remarkable to-da- y ia her character, aa she
was a thousand years ago; when her sea-kin-

were upon the cobles of many Euro-

pean lands, giving laws and customs to the
civilised nations, who now look down upon
modern Norway, and forget, or axe igno-

rant, of the past. But if scenery or national
habits stamp noble peculiarities upon the
land and its people, still more should that
people's warm-Leartedner- S make them ob-

jects of European interest. A warm-heartedne-

which, whether it displays itself in
deep national love of "Fader-land,- " in
generous hospitality to the stranger, or in
the relations of man to man and to society,
of husband, wife, and child, is in its in-

tensity and truthfulness markedly illustra
tive of an uncorrupted people. Somewhat
of this is conveyed in the true story of Olaf
and Margaret.

It was summer on the Fiord, whose wa-

ters slept without a ripple, as die clear sur-

face reflected back the shadows of the abrupt
rocks, upon whose summits grew lofty pines,
and within whose clefts the wall-flowe- r, and
the red and yellow cloud-berrie- s, contrasted
their gaudy colors, with, here and there, a
lily of the valley, rearing its modest head
through seamy grass and green moss. So
narrow was the inlet for its waters, that the
Fiord might have seemed a closed lake; and
so surrounded was it by its lofty and rocky
boundaries, that no light fell upon its sur-

face, save that which shot down vertically
from a cloudless - sky. Far beyond those
arose mountain piled on mountain, until
they blended with the heavens; and their
tops, capped with the unmolten snow of
centuries, contrasted their silvery white
ness with the black rocks and dark trees
which surrounded that glassy Fiord. Above
it, and opposite to thoae mountains, wound
one of those precipitous roads over which
it is impossible for horse or machine to
travel, save when the Norwegian snow fills
up all chasms, and strong ice, from cleft to
cleft, makes winter bridges over which the
sledge is then drawn, with a security mar
vellous to such as could have seen its ir
regular summer surface and gaping chasms,
down whose aides nought save the fox, the
squirrel, or the hare, could be expected to
find fooling, i et at the lower end, through
an opening between two rocks, the waters
passed out into a wider space, and onward,
until miles below that Fiord aroje a little
village, of some dozen farm houses and a
plain white church. Here, on that fiord,
the village found its fishing, and its inhabi
tants were sustained principally from its
waters, together with such rarae as tha
Fjelde beyond its rocky boundaries af-

forded.
It was yet morn, and no boat was out;

nothing disturbed the perfect stillness of the
hour, except the screech of some alarmed
sea-bir- d, aa the fok or the wolf neared its
dwelling. ' One human being only was visi-

ble in its neighborhood; and she, with alight
nod agile foot, yet with cautious steps, wound
her away along that boundary road now
up amid the topmost pines, now down the
aide of some declivitous rock, now along
the moss bank. at its foot, and up again;
now in right and now obscured from view
by some projecting eminence. Her figure
was light end graceful, and her dress pic
tureaqae in the extreme. Upon her head
she wore a cap of blue and scarlet cloth;
fastened in upon her temples with a golden
band. A dress of reindeer skin, closed in
at tha waist by a worried sash, fell to her

kncea, and beneath it her liniba were clad!
in a Lghter skin which fitted close aa stock-

ings, and covered the feet as shoes; while
her neck was covered with a red wrapper,
fastened in a neat lie beneath her chin.
Her diess alone bespoke her not of Nor-

wegian blood; and the remarkable charac-
ters of her eiqiiisiiely delicate ahape, her
dark brown eyes, sloping somewhat to the
temples, her black hair and sallow skin,
stamped her one of the Lapland race.
She was of that outcast blood. Her tril
was mire to be near at hand their tents
cast in some neighboring Fjelde, where
were grazing their troops of reindeer.
Every foot of that way seemed known to

her, she must have trod it so often before.

Does she seek flower or fruit? No; she
looks to neiiher. Journeys she to the vil-

lage? No; for now she stops, and seating
herself upon the bank, close to the water's
edge, she seems to await in silence the ob-

ject of her minion. From her bosom she

has palled forth a pair of fur mittens, look-

ed at them with plea-e- d earnestness; then
glanced hastily along the wateis in the direc-

tion of the cleft leading to the village, and
with a listening brtt a disappointed expres-
sion of face, she has replaced them in her
dress again. There until the noonday she

sat stntue-lik- e and motionless, eicept that at
intervals her head inclined in a listening
attitude, as though she watched for some
oar upon the water. At length a look of
pleasure beamed over her dark features,
and her head and ears became fixedly at-

tentive to some coming sound. It was a
boat, approaching from the village; its oars
splashed steadily tut gently in u.e water,
worked by a female's hands, who sat alone
within it. Aram the Laplander s counte
nance relaxed into its passive sadness, and
expressed disappointment. Mie made a
first motion, as though she would retire;
and then hesitatingly resumed her seat.
Presently the boat neared her, and she had
a doner view of its inmate. A sweet look-

ing girl, upon whose regular features twenty
hummers had told their time, and almost
ripened into glorious womanhood a thing of
nngel beauty; her sou clue eyes, irom tna
midst of light flaxen hair, that curled na-

turally over her temples, looked laughingly
upon everything; and her well-develope-

d

frame, full, yet graceful, with every move
of the oars was moulded into fresh outlines
of loveliness. A glance at her could tell
dial her heart was a happy home, and the
music of peace it breathed was on her coun
tenance. It was Margaret, the betrothed
of Olaf, and she was out in her light skiff
upon the waters to meet h m, to whom her
heart was pledged. She looked not lor the
Laplander the Laplander looked not for
her but their eyes met, and Margaret's
boat was speedily at the bank, where that
young Laplander sat masing. And Mar
garet addressed her

Ho' are your tribe near :he Ficid'
Have you any furs to sell?'

None to sell,' was the calm reply, dis
tinctly spoken in passable ISorse.

Then what do you at the Fiord, and
alone, unless you came to sell or buy? If
on your way to the village, 1 will row you
there m my boat.

The Laplander looked up, and the tears
were in her eyes In Norway there is a
superstition ofalnal silling with a Lapland
er, whose outran tribe are at once despised
as interior, and dreaded as supernatural.
The Laplander knew and felt all this, and
the uuei peeled and kindly oiler touched
upon her heart. She expressed her thank
fulness, and shook her head as she looked
up into the sunny face of her who, stand-in- g

in her boat, looked down upon that
"poor Fin" with an expre.ision of touch
in?, but warm sadness as though she grieved
for the outcast fate of her race.

I have nothing to sell,' said the "Fin
and 1 want to buy nothing.' Then, afier

a pause 'I have not been here for two
years; my tribe has been up far iiokIi, and
now, when on their way to IJrontheim, I

ventured to this Fiord with these gloves,'
said she, drawing them from her bosom,
'which 1 have made for one to whom I owe
the rescue of my life, even from the water,
two years ago.

Pleasure again lit up the young Norwe
gian's countenance, as she exclaim!

'Uh, 1 know it, 1 Know it all; you aie
the young Laplander, who fell from yonder
rock, and whom noble Olaf plunged into
die waters for, and saved.

Warmly and passionately the young Fin
exclaimed I am, 1 am;' and her dark eyes
lit up, and the flush of gratitude came in
warm red blood upon her sombre features

Two years before, in clambering over
these rocks her shoes had slipped upon
a shelving bank, from whose edge she was
precipitated into the waters beneath. Olaf,
a bold young waterman, living near the
Fiord, and who happened to have been
then, from his boat, casting his fishing-ne- t

upon uie waters, saw her (all, and with the
instinctive courage of true manhood, aided
by his skill in swimming, as a child of the
water, he rescued her. In his boat she
came to consciousness, as his manly form
knelt over her, and trom his corn-spir- it

bask he poured upon her temples and ap-

plied to her lips, the rude stimulant and re-

storative of his country. She recovered.
with that intense sense of gratitude which
such an event was sure to beget. She
looked up into his open and gallant fea
tures, ns though some genius of the spot,
above the measure of humanity, had been
her deliveier. And she, the poor Lapland
girl, an outcast from Norwegian homes
one with whom the sons of old Norway
would neither sit nor eat was there tended
by a Norseman, to whom she was debtor
lor her lie. It has been somewhat beauti- -

fully said, "We plant a rose, and then
we water it because we planted it." Olaf
felt the influence of some such feeling; he
would fain nave carried home the gentle
and subdued being he had rescued; but the
superstitions of his country were strong up
on mm, ana as soon aa tie tell she was
sufficiently restored to leave his boat, he
raised her in his arms, end laid her upon
that veiy bank where he now sat. Thence
he helped her along the rude footings of the
rocky path, and as she indicated the direc
tion of her tribe, he led her to the Fjelde,
where her people, with their flocks and
tents, had gathered. There, left in secu- -

rity, he parted from her, scarcely returning
me i warm ana passionate nand-gras- p she
bestowed upon him, and kneeling at his
leet, she prayed her earnestly honest thank-
fulness to him and "Nipen"t for her deliv.
erance,

"Pray to Nipen, oaid he, 'to guard me on
the Fiord 'tis fill I ask

And the poor Fin prayed, and warmly
prayed. ,

They met to know each other no more:
but bis image, and the thought of him. and
the warm prayer to Nipen for him, for her
brief lifrt, filled the heart and soul of that
young Fin. She and her tribe passed far
north; but wherever they struck their tents

wherever she led her aged sightless moth-e- r,

victim of the Lapland blindness there
her mental vision carried Olaf. Her filial
duties of guiding and caring for that feeble

parent, her duties to her tribe, her needle-

work, .which she plied dexterously, were
still pursued as constantly as before; but
the Lappish song no longer kept time
with her employment; her gaiety was gone.
She no longer sat tiefore her tent, surround-

ed by the youth of her tribe, listening to

the music of her gentle voice, or delighting
n her tales of tent scenes and olden Lap

land limes, and reindeer adventures, and
stories of the Fiord demon and the Nipen
vengeance. The poor Laps shook their
heads, and marvelled what had lallen upon

Una." Her whole character was changed.
One thought filled her mind.
Olaf, her savior! should she ever meet

him again? What could she do to show
him the depth of her gratitude for that kind-nes-s

from the hands of one of his race?'
Still it never suggested itself to Una's sim-

ple nature, that this feeling of gratitude was

gradually extending itself into a deeper
passion, r or two whole years, while wun
her tribe, she hid gone north, and now
south again, back to the old well-reme-

bered encamnmunt, her thoughts had been
upon that man and that hour. At her blind
mother s knee she bad wrought those gloves
of the loveliest skin she could procure, and... . .. i
laitened with such needlework as never
F.n-gir- l had given to skin before, and made
to fit him 'Oh! she knew they would fit
him!' l'oor innocent! and yet she knew
not it was love. And now upon the first
morning she had reached that Fjord, she
was down npon it, and there, upon the

d bank, she had placed her
self, patiently to await the fishing hour that
would bring the object of her mission upon
those waters. And who was the Norwe
gian girl with whom she now conversed?

Margaret Franz was the pride of the vil
lage by that Fiord. She was the daughter
of the farmer or landowner, who held all
those lands stretching up from its bounda
r'usa to the mountain foot. Every one liked
Margaret r ranz. She was so good, and
then there was so much of that goodness
shining out of her open features. And all
the young men liked her, the was to beau-
tiful and so gay so cheerful at their feasts,
so free from guild; she sang so sweetly, she
dnnced so well, and she was so kind to all
Alas, poor Fin! and Olaf loved her warm
ly and wildly as ever man loved a woman;
and Olaf had won return love. And ere
die winter set in, Olaf and Margaret were
to be wed together, and he was to live with
her upon her father's land, and everything
was nettled and tiie day named, and Ola
h id gone down to Droniheim, to lay in the
necessary stores for a wedding, and a win
ter home in Norway.

All this, with the open frankness of her
nature and her nation, Margaret r ranz tol
lo the poor Fin. She told it, partly be
cau3e every one knew it, and partly because
she thought that the grateful Lapland eir
would be glad lo hear that Olaf was about
to be httppy; she told it, because she fel
proud to have a listener who knew that
Olaf was good, and Olaf was brave; she
told it, because her heart was full of joy,
and she thought that every one must parti
cipata in that joy; and sure the outcast r in
who owed hei life to him, musj rejoice in
it too'

Now, fur the first time, that poor Lapland
giil felt the truth. She knew not till now
she loved; but now! she felt it in the envy
of Margaret which sprang up in her bosom
at that moment. She felt it in the hot teats
which rolled down her cheek, as she stooped
to pluck the floweis that lay at her feet, to
hide her bitter secret. She felt it in the
heart-sinkin- g which made her wish she was
beneath those waters aram, and no Olaf
near lo rescue her. But to hear and suffer
was the destiny of her race, and she knew
it, and she must endure it. Still it came so
suddenly upon her, though she knew she
durst never hope that Norway Olat would
wed Lapland Una, she never thought of il

at all till now; and now it was all, all upon
her: now she understood herself she knew
it all. Slowly, as tO team dried off, she
raised her head, and looking into the sunny
and happy face before her, said

'And he cannot be back to-da- y V

'No;' was Margaret's reply; 'as he has
not been here before this hour, he comes not
till

'Then you will give him,' said the Fin,
and her measured words were scarcely au.
dible 'you will give the present I have
made for him;' and she placed the gloves in
Margaret's hands. 'Tell him, the Lapland
girl he saved made them for him! Tell
him she never forgot to pray, and give cakes
to Nipen, as Norway men do, that he
might be good to Olaf. Tell him,' said
she, nnd her bosom swelled as she spoke,
'that if you do make him happy and oh,
you will that it was Unas prayers to Ni
pen that got you for him. And the hot
tears rolled down again, but she brushed
them aside, and rushing up the declivi ty,
was upeedtly out of sight.

Maigaret looked after her she was puz
zled what to think. She never dreamed of
an outcast Fin loving Olaf. And then these
Fins were so wild; they partook so much
of the preternatural; their manners were so
Strang, that Margaret thought no more of
it, savit that she stored up the grateful crea
ture's glove in her own bosom for Olaf,
and casting her light oars into the water,
she was again afloat on her business up the
r iord.

CHAPTER IL

At length Olaf has returned from Dron.
theiro. all his precarations have been com.
pleted, and Saturday's first feast is over, II

and the Sabbath morn has opened with its
glorious li(;ht, and the waters are calm, the
trees green, and the boats are all assembled,
that are to carry that bridal party to the
parish church. And the waters are smooth,
as is lo be the life of that young bride and
bridegroom. Now the oars strike into the
water, and the three boats are off from the
bank. The first carries Margaret and her
female friends and relatives; and they are
dressed in (ray attire; and Margaret is all in
white; and upon her head she wears a gilt
crown, the Norwegian emblem of a virgin
bride. Her eyea are laughing, and gay eyes
ere answering their meaning looks. At the
head of that first boat ait two youths with
pan pipes, playing their sweetest music; all
arms b ive laid dovrn their oars to listen to
that music; a light sail has been unfurled to
catch the favoring breeze, and all are happy
there happy as though life had no ills in
the future.

. Within the second boat sita Olaf; he
handles no oar now; and around him ait his
friends and relatives; and some of them car-
ry fiddles, and noun carry the rifle, where-
with the Norway peasant is found to be ex- -

pert in killing wolves and cock: and the
third boat carries more friends, and one of
them carries a drum; and around them are
piled the wedding presents of numerous
friends?, making a siore of winter food and
clothing tha kegs ofspiced meat puddings,
the dried fish, the fiozen venison, the cock
of the north, the ptarmigan, the hare, the
cloak and shawls of fur, the cloth, woven
in domestic looms, iind the various articles
of furniture; aad taeirly ail are gifts to the

ovine Olaf and Margaret the food fioin
the hand of fair kinswomen the clothes
and furniture wrought by the skill of broth-

er peasants and brother boatmen. How
beautifully illustrative of the generous and
simple habits of this natural people And
as the boats move onward for the Church.
now the pandean-pip- e pours out it music,
and woman's voice goes with it, and then
the drum pours out its louder joy, and pres-
ently the music ceases, and the rifles are
discharged along the water, and the distant
echoes reiterate their discharge, again and
again. And these rough men, with their
large slouched hau, and tightened lerkins.
and long knives, stuck in at their waists,
and reaching down to their large water
boots, are all joyous, too, and they sing in
loud and spirited chorus their national an
them of "tot Noree, and then, as its cho
rus dies upon the waters, the rifles are again
discharged. There, too, is an old Norse
man, whose age precludes his singing, but
who is venerable in his knowledge of the
historic records of his country who, wend
ing back into primitive times, can recount
the Saga, ? which he now recites with the
energy of younger days the Saga of many

noble 'sea king, who carried war and
conquest down into England, and off far
south who gave Norway laws, and made
her name ring, a thing of terror, upon
southern ears. How intently that national
people regard bis historic tales, and thank
their aged historian when he ends! And
then the flasks of corn-whiske- and the
fiery potato-spiri- t, and the birch-tre- e wine,
are handed round, and the toast of 'Gamle
Norge is drunk with an enthusiasm be
coming the sons of that mountain, snow
clad land. Oh, it is a happy scene! and
when a pause comes in their joyous music,
the tinkling of bells can be heard upon
ihese waters, from the village church, where
the clergyman awaits their coming.

rseaier and nearer they make for that vil
lage; and already Margaret's boat, lightest
made and lightest filled, strikes ahead of the
others, and bids fair to win in this bridal
race to reach the church. And now the
rough jest is thrown by his male compan
ions to Olaf

His bride and her bright crown are flee
ing noin nira.

'His lazy boat had best pull hard, or she
win ue at me church and wed to his rival
before he can reach her.'

And Olaf looks seriou, not because h
honest nature disrelishes the joke, but his
seaman s knowledge has looked and
that pir.ewood forest, and the gathering
shadows portend that ere the evening closes,
the ftorm-demo- n may screech over those
calm waters. He shouts to Margaret's boat
to have her sail lowered, and to work with
their oars. But that boat is too far ad

to hear, or else the laughter and music
aboard of it drowns Olaf's voice, which
blends and dies away with the surrounding
echots. His comrades have lowered their
sails, and pull their oars lustily to Bain up
on the maiden's boat, and still the jest goes
round; but Olaf does not heed it; his whole
attention seems fastened upon that cloud
and that treasure-freighte- d boat, which stil
. i i . - .. .
sKims tnose waters like a spirit ot living
beauty, it may lie but the iears of an

. .' 11 - I .Al 1 .'BiisiMiu unuegroom ; ihii tJlal lias lived
upon thee waters, and tossed uinm ihem in
many a storm, and fiom his boyhood has
been schooled to see it coming, to prepare
lor it, and to tight it; and hi Iriends grow
serious as they mark the anxiety depicted
upon Ins laoe. A wild anxiety and now,
without a word from the foremost rower
he has seized the oars, and pulls with an
energy and force that he alone is capable
01.

Aye, there goes Olaf none bul he could
do that, cries many a voice.

He shouts again, and vainly shouts
while the crimsoned blood distends his fea
tnrea, and the veins are swollen like cords
in his sinewy arms, as, with renewed ef
forts, he seeks to reach that fated boat.

A few heavy drop patter upon the water,
a low, murmuring sound, now swelling
louder, gains upon the ear. Olaf has casi
down his oars; he leans from the head of
the boat; his whole strength seems gathered
into one wild shout a shout of fearful en-erg-

That shout is heard. Margaret has
heard it, and turn3 to look upon him. The
sailor-boy- s fly to furl the sail; but, oh! it is
all loo late. Olaf has looked his last on
Margaret. He caught the last glance of
her sunny eyes. From that opening in the

side-rock-
s, as from the mouth of a cannon,

the storm-clou- d has burst upon the waters,
and burst at the moment the boat was be-

neath its power; the storm had fastened upon
its sail, and with the rapidity of the lightnin-

g-flash, the boat was cast upon its side,
and frith its inmates went down forever from
the surface of that Fiord! One short cry
a feeble and a startled cry from that sink
ing boat, and then the heavy splash, and
the waters were for a moment troubled, then
rippled in circling eddies around the grave
oi me oriae or tne r lora:

It went down full of life and beauty, full
of joy and hope hope that was pressing
into luiure times, and carrying happy years,
And this ia life! Alas! the uncertain life
the dreamy thing of blasted wishes and
drowned hopes, to w hich we all so fondly
cling.

Olaf made no plunge into the water to
seek lor Margaret; the power to do so had
passed away with that moment of intense
mental agony. It was too much for his sim- -

tl nature; he had lost the object of his
and with the loss, reason had fled for--

ever. . .

As that boat went down, his companions
raised the short, quick cry of men who are
horrified. A moment's cry a shout of ter-
ror. Is it echo? that shrill, and rapid, but
prolonged scream that cornea from yonder
lock? The boatmen look at Olaf, and at
each other, and speak not as thjy listen,
l cor Ulaf, he hears it not, or heeds it not:
that fatuous and vacant stare of his, it hath
no intelligence, no consciousness. And
now their eyea follow in the direction of
that unearthly screaming, and there, her
head uncovered, her long black hair and
wild skin dress floating like banners in the
wina, wringing ner hands with a passionate
motion, stands 'Una.' And the boatmen are
seized with a sudden awe, and marvel 'It
is all her doing." And some will have it
she is the wood-demo- for no Norseman
ever saw the water-demon- ; and some recoe
nise her as a Lapland girl whose evil eye
or wish has done it all.

How superstition wrongs our nature!
roor, haples. broken-hearte- d Una! She
who had prayed so constantly to Nipen to
make Olaf and Margaret happy. She too.
who had beside her the presents, efforts of
her needlework, to cast to Margaret as she
passed. Shn who had come down, for she
knew the day and watched tha day, with a
bleeding heart, but a heart full of gratitude.
to see her benefactor and his bride upon the
day that was to give them joy, though it
Drought worse than death to ber. She who
would have poured out her life for that
young couple, was now regarded with a
fearful awe by those simple boatmen, who.
in their hearts charged her with it all. She

. a

knew it, and durot not come down durst
not speak to tliem. For a few moments
ongcr there she stood, her scream respond

ed to by the affrighted sea-bir- it aroused
from their resting places. 1 he ripple died
away the storm passed as rapidly as it

came but that boat or its inmate was

never given back to the surface. And as

the boatmen knelt in prayer around tne
senseless Olaf, and over the young bride'a
watery grave, the Fin darted up the heights
and disappeared from all eyes.

It was a strange destiny, though to a
highly superstitious people easy explainable,
that thoae three true hearts should perish
thus for perish is a word as applicable to

the hearts of those that lived, aa to her that
died, ller's had ceased its warm palpita
tions, and slept beneath the ocean. One,
the man's, still worked; but it urged the
stream of life through the frame of a sense.
less idiot. And she who fled, she had lite,
and she had reason still, but her simple
heart had broken. Ihere is no literal
truth in the expression, "broken heart"
but it is figuratively true of that state wherein
grief has poured the full measure of her
poison through the blood of life, and thence
forth all life-thin- gs are shadowy, all appe
tite for pleasure dies, and enjoyments pall,
and are painful on the senses, which, though
they still exist, but endure life.

ears after the sad event we have de
scribed, the lunatic asylum of Christiania
gave refuge and protection to one, whose
manly form and handsome features ill ac
corded with the vacant expression ot a

counienance,whoee dim eyea fell meaning
less upon all surrounding ohiects. He sat
upon a low stool, and every now and then,
his closed hands, as though grasping oars.
went up and down with a uniform rowing
motion and., at. times bis breath came
ihick, and his motions became more rapid
He never spoke, unless when spoken to
and then the response was given to all ques-

tions, 'Hush, the storm ia coming; and we
must be auick. or she roes down. But
beyond this, he had no language, no mind,
no thought. It would seem as if the event
which drove poor reason from her citadel.
etlected its purpose iust at the instant of
time when one thought mo-

nopolised his whole mind. That one
thought survived the wreck of intellect, but
it was all that remained. And the superin-
tendent who showed that institution, shook
his head feelingly, as he regarded him, and
said: For years he has never spoken but
those words.' Beside that hopeless idiot
tended a female, who, though dressed in
Norwegian stuff, displayed features that
seemed to have come from some other
clime. Her dark hair and eyes, and sallow
skin, and peculiar outline of feature, and
delicately moulded frame, were not of Nor
wegian cast. She was evidently of foreign
blood. But there was in her sad and gentle
kindness a something more than that of a
mere servant this was evident even in the
very tone of her voice, as she occasionally
sought to quiet the tiresome motions of bis
frame, or, as a nurse tends a child, offered
him some food. Her gentleness, her sadly
sympathetic imnner might have been that
of a sister, but there was no blood, no re
sembling link between them. 'She tends
him,' said the superintendent, 'like a sister
or a daughter she followed hi in here and
becanift a servant without reward, in return
for permission to be about him, and to feed
him. She is of a bad race, no doubt but
she is all kindnr-s- s to him; and one would
not expert to find such nature in a poo
r in.

Mallet, in his "Northern Antiquities," ron
aiders Kins ind Laps as distinct; but these wan
daring and gipay tnbea appear to be called, i
modern Norway, indifferently, Fin or Lap See
the works or Inghs and Lanng.

f'Nipen" ia the demon-go- d, to whom tha
Norwegians make such propitiatiog offerings
ne ss me auwor or good and evil.

tliliudneee is sadly prevalent amongst th
Lane aud f ins.

Sweet and richly seasoned cakes are left ou
at night, in Norway, for TNipenlo eat.

tjN eddlng feasts commence on Saturday th
ceremony on Sunday.

Early Norwegian History.
Old Norway.

Tts VeaVa ISecliato.

BV JOHN SWAIN.

Come, and the year'a decline behold;
O'er grove and green, and wwod and wold.
Chased are the leavea by the wild winda cold.

Wastedand worn, away, away,
Vaniah the graceful, fly tha gy,
As before valor flies dismay.

Win ya who will, and when won, claim
This world's best good wealth, pleasure, fame
tint hold ia there no nobler aim?

If not, then man ia made to mourn;
And springs are but to mock ns bora;
And summers they but smila In acorn.

For pleasure bright as blushing spring;
And fame like aongs wood warblers sing;
And riches fly like birds on wing.

But man was never made to mourn,
Never was spring to mock ns born;
Never did summer smile in scorn.

They coma that man may live they go
That ha may learn may learn to know
His heart's best homo is not below.

Tha blessed days that visit earth,
Awaking beauty, gladness, mirth.
Speak of the sky their place of birth.

For there'a a bettor world tliau this,
Where the true good immortal ia;
Flee whence our light, and love, and bliss.

And now, amid the year'a decline,
A thousand monitors combine,
To bid us seek the land divine.

Kaaal.
Nine-tenth- s of the miseries and vicea of

mankind proceed from indolence and idle-
ness. Persons who have naturally active
minds, whose 'quick thoughts like lightning
mo umc, mo must perniciously auected Dy
trie evus oi sioth. l he lavored sons of re
nius, endowed with great original powers,
were not made for repose; indolence will
quickly 'freeze the genial current of the
soul, and it left idle Ions thev per
ish from inaction, like a scimitar corroded
and destroyed by rust. But the active oc
cupation of our faculties is a safeguard
against tnree great evils, vice, penury, and
desponding gloom. Says Colton, 'Ennui
has made more gamblers than avarice, more
drunkards than thirst, and more suicides
than despair. If we would be both useful
and happy, we must keep ourselves indus-triousl- y

and virtuously employed. Old
Humbiedikes was wise in charging his son
to be aye sticking in a tree when he had
naething else to do.' Count da Caylus, a
French nobleman, being born to wealth
and princely idleness, turned his attention
to engraving, and made many fine copies of
antique gems. Une oi the nobility demand
ed from him a reason for this procedure, and
was told by the industrious Count, 'I en
grave, that I may not feang myself.' E.
L. Magooiu

Use not evasions when called upon to do
good action, nor excuses when you are

reproached for doing a bad one.

No manner of speaking i'. so offensive as
giving praise and closing it with an eicep.
uon. . -- ,. - - v ; j . .

From the New Orleaa Picayune.

Tko lie S1m.

a riaiaifi SKETCH.

An unfortunate trader once strayed from

is companions, and was lost lour or five

ays, suffering the keenest pangs of starva- -

uon. It was yeara ago, yet ino wury

only been told ia oral repeu'tion among the
old traders, and has never before, to our

nowledge, fallen in the way of a scribe.
The man wandered away upon a sultry

midsummer afternoon, oppressed to despera
tion with thirst, in search of water, wniie
the caravan was dragging slowly along the
dreary and heated prairie. Making his way
to a cluster of timber that appeared no very

tedious distance, he was lot tunate enough to

find a small cool spring gushing and rip
pling at the bottom of a deep rocky hollow.
The fresh water, the cooisnaoe oi tne weep
rock, and the trees above, together with the

knowledge that the wagons were still
moving alone in sight, induced the poor
fellow to yield to bis weariness, and suffer

his eyes to close. When he awoke, the

irrav of evening was deepening around the
prairie, and rushing up from the hollow, hia

eye wandered about in vain search oi his

companions. He was a raw adventurer,
upon his first travel, knowing nothing of

how to direct his steps in tne wuuernen,
and trusting entirely to the guidance and ex
perience of those with whom he traveled.
Iasty. impulsive, and rash as he was care
ess, aad without possessing a single quality

of character to assist him in such an emer
gency, confused, terror at once took poses-sio- n

of him. and starting as he thought in
the direction where he bad last seen the
w arons. he ran with headlong speed, shout
ing wildly at every step, in hopea of being
heard and answered by his companions.

The terrified man, bereft of all thought
by the fearful nature of hia predicament,
could not even remember to fire the rifle

he held, but continued tearing his lungs
with wild and desolate cries for assistance
While rushing blindly forward in this man
ner, the night still deepening around him.
the man met with a violent fall and was
stunned into insensibility for some hours.
W e are giving now the substance of the
poor fellow's own relation. He came back
to consciousness some time during the night.
in the midst of a pack of bowling wolves,
and found himaelf lying by the side of a

buffalo's skeleton, not yet entirely stripped
by the prowling dogs of the desert. A sit
uation more appalling to heart and nerve,
may not be imagined. The man doubted
not but that he vu aroused prematurely
from his state of torpor by the hungry crea
tures assaulting hia own body, for his clothes
were mauled and torn, and the scratch of a
claw was on his leg, though a tooth, it seems,
had not yet touched him. tie bad tripped
upon the skeleton, and struck his forehead
on a horn or some other part, as he disco v.

ered a huge lump upon his head, which also
ached disiresaineJv when he came to his
senses.

The poor fellow, in the heat of his ter
ror, made out to scare away the wolves from
himself, and escape from the spot, leaving
the famished animals to return again to the
buffalo's bones, and give them a cleaner
polishing. Just escaping Irom one fright! j
danger, perhaps, tuok something Irom the
keen horrors of his desolate, and wretched
condition, but the unhappy nun's srriaa
lions were harrowing and fearful in trie ex
treme. He still pressed onward, his strength
failing at every step, calling in harsh and
broken shrieks to his friends, and changing
his course again and again, in utter and mis
erable uncertainty of which way to turn.

Daylight came, the sun rose, noon ap
pro4ched and passed, and the lost man was
alone in the desert, famished and faint, and
without a solitary hope of regaining his com-

panions, or finding the track they were pur-

suing.
That night the unhappy wretch sank ex-

hausted upon the grass and slept, to awa-
ken in a state of fear and danger more ap-

palling even than the night before. A com-

pact and innumerable band of buffaloes
came moving slowly across the region of
the prairie on which he lay, and he started
from sleep in imminent peril of being trod-

den to death by the huge monarchs of the
plain. As these dense masses of buffaloes
move, they emit sounds that rise in the air
like a sea surge, and as the vast black herd
came toward him in deep midnight, the poor
trader declared that a rolling ocean seemed
about to overwhelm him. Utterly paralysed
with his danger, the unfortunate man co-ai-

but start to his feet, and stand confounded.
fearing either to fire or use other means to
alarm the buffaloes, lest by exciting their
terror, he should but increase his own peril
From this critical position, however, he
likewise escaped unhurt, for the animals
separated, as is their custom, when a strange
scent is detected, and passed on in two di-

visions, keeping some hundred yards clear
of the mysterious intruder in the middle
Daylight was again appearing, aa the last
of this innumerable herd of creatures pass.
ed him, and the man was starving, tie took
aim with his rifle at a retreating buffalo.
and missed fire, for hia percussion cap was
wet with the night dew. Still he was fam
ishing, and his only hope seemed in the
slaughtenng of a buffalo. He followed,
crawling on his hands and knees, and, after
hours of weary watching and labor, wound-
ed a cow at last with a successful shot, but
the terrified creature limped away, and the
whole band disappeared, while the poor tra-
der fell prostrate, too exhausted and faint
to make another effort m the pursuit.

The unhappy wretch lay groaning aloud,
alone in the midst of an interminable
waste, abandoned to desperation and de
spair, when the thin bark of a small prairie
dog attracted his attention. Once more he
charged his rifle, for the little creature was
in sight, with its nose lifted just above
the mound surrounding its bole. 1 ne starv.
ing man lay prostrate upon the earth, took
slow and cautious aim at the dog, and was
lortunate enough to knock it out of its hole
with a broken back; but before he could
reach the spot, the dying creature had wrig-
gled back icto his hiding place and disap-
peared. With his ten fingers, the desperate
man raked up the earth, and succeeded in
dragging the dying dog out upon the grau,
where without waiting to finish his agony,
he tore its warm flesh with his teeth, like a

olf, while the expiring creature was still
biting at bis fingers.

This unnatural sustenance restored the
drooping man and he war enabled to re
sume his wanderings, which he continued
for three more days and nights, alone, deso
late ana miserable, until be encountered a
hunting party of Camaoches, whom, so far
from avoiding, he rushed to embrace, as
though they were kindred near and dear.
and the best friends, he could meet on earth.
They were friends, aa it turned out, for they
set him upon the track to regain hia com
rades, with instructions to direct him. and
buffalo meat to support him, paying them
selves by stripping him of his rifle, and
everything else of the slightest value he had
about nun. . .

After four days' travel the poor trader

eacbed his fiicN
ed as one from the grjVe v T"000'-in- g

Of hij loas. search u' th

rections and signal c ."t lu H i- -

would hut. uh U:J
.

tt.-- r- -,.ulUl ual BJ . -- s
sensible by the buffalo', skel"
was aiso continued upon tie ct
days, aa the caravan move,! .!- - r1!
wandering had been so irregul J" h

a far and opposite direction, .ha'u
possible to trace him. The fl. ,i
ng of this unfortunate man .''7

faintly imagined. J Wrl.i I..." -

out hope, ia the interminable ic.!;,,.
in a vast domain of kv and ,,S ,
.ng and tormented n "J
terms may not be UrKl 0r .fu,

.

sun.ciem io uinw Um fiatliral e

tftnillil aiu-- ain.n .l- L
" ojj ii! w iix rr,,j ,i' "1 'ir.M;

.rlM'e Plairal Werteh,
Lord Nelson's iiminr ... r,' ,

was univtrial y kiiul and etru blat, l

'

nd him ; an amusing i,istaiu , i ,

as well as of'his extreme .lul.-kn- ,1,
red during this cruise , tl,e Medlletf

'"

One bright morninsr. when the jj,,.,
'

moving about four knots an hum thio'irt
veiy smooth sea, everything 0n uW b,
ing orderly and. j iit, uW wasti(),

. 'jiuui
named Minn, a rood drLi. a h
had been sitting on dei k n.ibiU.h
sketi hing, starte.l ai il,e i

the side of theoter ship, taw h.S (ji h
'

vant, who was uo swimmer, flour,.!
the Before Flinn's i?.sea. ;. Lt. . j r--
off, the captain of marines la J ih,091i u
man a chair ihrourh the urLr. ,u- r "uiiuwaru-ioor- u. to keep h.m noaun
next instant Flinn had flung him3lf over
board, and wna swimming to the r
The admiral, liavlut? witneaej the
ft.flair from the quarterdeck, wa ki.'.
.flighted with the scene; and when tie p.'. .

ty, chair and all. had been hauled uL,
deck, he called Mr. Flinn, praid h w..
duct and made him lmenant on u,e vt
.4 loud huza from the micbhmnieii .r- -

the incident had collected on dfct, a,t
who were throwing Up their haw la h.v,-- .

of Flinn's good fortune, artete j Lord Nj
sons attention. 1 here wa so mem.
significant in the tone of their cheer
he immediately rewmed. anJ uiL.i .

his hand for silence, and leanii. ow ;

the crowd of mid.iies, he a d with a iinatured smile on his f.ice, ' Jhgji, v.u
irentleruen. Mr. Flinn ha done a iilli. .
ihinjj to-da- y an.l he ha d r,e maay
lant things before f..r uhi.h he Lai,
his reward; but mind. I'll hae no iiK,re n

king lieutenants for .vivanis UW.g
board.' Metiutir of tr. Scvtt, At.', . j

Chaplain.

kllW t litfrlt.
The Chinese are s.i punuiLuu .? ;

code of etiquette uutvirs the imHcne . j
nious courts hi F.uiv.pe. Ai o.jh i s gue

alighis from h's sed.ni tiiir, he ijma li
the host, who Lows hw he-id- , lenjj his U.
dy and his kin-enjoin-s both hinds a frou,
and with them kno ks his ihL Wr.ra
he wishes to be wry pUlie, It tsiki L
guest's hand with his ai;J knock iiupuii
hi Thin U their mode of hakxi
li iiidj. Now fuliww a poliie a
lo precedence, which, alter Vj..Oi; k:,i fc

ine, bowing", and ijeniirieitu.i.3, iru.Mm --

by th host and guest enter! n Hit !.

At the ittin .ijia.:.i.er.l n.
iher ceremony takei place, equally pt

traded and irksome. The poiit tu N:

determined is u here each shall acJ ru

shall be seated tirt. FujuetieeiteoJrveu
lo a decision of the sue of a r hair, by h. r.

invariably the rank or imrtaiKe ofac
is determined. The ht now motion to

large rnair and attempt to like a sniji.er

one himself. Good breeding emu pal tie

guest, in Lirn, to refuse ihi compiiuin.:.

and afier a wearying content of poIi;er;r,
the point is amicably adjusted lu ii

of the bellieerents, eiihrr ly x.'i
parties sittir g Johh simoliancojy uii u.e

same bench, or upon two .ha i" ot clji
dimensions. The fatigue of ihistourtr-

may be esily coin-elvei- l, as ihe sun tu-lin-

is performed on ihe arrival of

guest. As soon as the ?uets are

lea is handed round in covered ip
are placed in silver staud. in the loim of i
boat. These are filled and beauti."uU

chased. The cups on the ncr-a.-io- to

I refer were of that aiuiyie
exceedingly valued, which i at thin a

per, pure white, irfeciiy tran-parei- it, inJ

is ornamented with obscure fijj'ue, ri- -

dark outlines are only peicrpuble ttn

the vessel ii filled with lea. The mode uf

making le i in China i finnlar to that a
which coffee is made in Tin key. The;

is put into a cup, boilm water po.iieJ

it, and instantly covered, lo preui th

cape of the aroma, w ith a hd. b ul
as a spoon to sip the ten. They never u- -

sugar or milk with tea in t'him. -- i-

I nirtTsity Magatt.
The laslxikla rkasiplM.

Providence has clearly ordained, tha; U.

only path fi: and salutary for man on earl,
is the path for persevering fortitude the

unremitting struggle of deliberate self prep-

aration 'and humble Lut active reliance

divine aid. Such peisons are the t'-spirit-

chosen to glorify (iod in serving on--ki-

they are th lumir.ous ejpoiithiei:
heavenly designs, the predesnred tof.t-bearer- s

who transmit primitive wisdom il
cheering promise from the beginning to the

consummation of the world. Their subUi

course here below was symbolised by tsi

ihe observant child 3aw when he inqiUi

What that, moifcrr?
Tlrte. ai .

ProiMlIf earcna; his cuai-- ol k .

Flfta.oa hi own inpx re twf
BrcaMin Uf Oark Horn; th 11 f(In via on UM wiixl. and the tua.
Ha nnm But hir. . hn .ri. nfU
Hoy, may th al' r h Ihme;
Oaa arri, aad upward, aad irua la im lu.
It is not the magnitude of the Creviau

army, nor the martial skill of Achilles th.r

leader, that conquered the great cy of

Troy, but the ten years of ihe r persrver- -

ance. As Uhnstiana, we nave nert

to fight, and nobler conquests to wi.i.

had the armies of pagan nations. Li "

remember the moral law under which

live, and learn to use means ss well s

ercise faith, lie who kneeh m h.s w "
pray, without weeding it; and he a '

sumes the atutjde ot devonon m

without pulling the oar, will neither oa
P . r r .l. j reserve nor receive tne luiness oi u

blessing. Our hands must toil while

supplications a:end, if we hope io

heard with acceptance. Caratcb, io Fletch

er's Bonduca. when admonished to inqJ"

into the mind of the god And3te, reph
-- His mraautf Ueui x
Out Talon sis oi ht "...

A word spoken pleasantly ii a lF fFr
of sunshine on a sad heart.

Plato often inculcates this great pi
Do thine own work, and know thyseii.

Ir.U fk, rr..f thin. CXDCCt thiSf

and woaa tor great things, and great ikicg

will surely be accompushed.


